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On the fourth day of quarantine, you discover that your dear parents didn’t even give you a pig, but a huge fat boar. Well, who, running away from the poor infectious children, manages to take all the film cassettes with them? There was absolutely nothing normal left in the house - everything had disappeared, from the Titanic, over which the mother loved to howl hypocritically, to the Magician of Blood. Did they even watch it? It was your tape, hey!

As a result, all you have left for entertainment is a fucking useless collection of National Geographic, a recording of the wedding of your mother’s friends (you were very upset not to find porn on this tape) and damned content from Andy’s college in the form of educational films about the world economy. It's good for you, Ashley, Dad would say. You’re an uneducated fool, not like your brother, my mother would have thought. Maybe even out loud - depending on the mood. But talking about GDP affects you worse than Xanax, and you’re a little tired of being lethargic, so today you’re watching an environmental documentary. Sorry, mom.

And fuck off.

On the screen, a low-poly oil slick spreads across the blue sea. The voice-over is extremely concerned about the fate of the corals and fish choking under a layer of resin oil. It’s interesting - what a crap, but you’re lying on Andy’s lap and ready to endure a little sighing about the state of the Pacific Ocean.

Poor, unfortunate sea creatures. Rainbow flashes of a gasoline puddle play on the shell of a turtle that has surfaced. How would it look on you? Skin shiny with oil, multi-colored black droplets on the swimsuit. Cheap, poisonous porn, a match for the girl Leili.

You would definitely swim there.

- You will get poisoned by oil, get sick and die. Look at this turtle.

Even in quarantine, Andy never ceases to be boring and stuffy - which is what you tell him, looking up skeptically.

- Besides, Andy, you and I are already sick.

- First of all, Andrew. Secondly - so far, strictly speaking...

- Like, all over my head.

- Speak for yourself.

- I said it for you.

They gently pull your bangs and you laugh quietly.

“Strictly speaking,” he continues when you calm down, “whether they are sick or not is still unclear.” I wish the clinic would call.

- Mmm-hmm. Yes.

You are such a little liar.

Maybe Andy can't wait to go to college, hang out with his dumbass classmates, and pin random chickens in the corners of his notes. There is always such a possibility - but you, unlike him, are a reasonable woman, and you know how to see your advantages in situations.

Usually, when it’s like now - on the couch, your hair at hand - you think: let the whole world wait, you think: fuck off, everyone, that’s it. And, for once, your mother won’t come to you and start an eternal rant about what they do and don’t do at your age. Father won't look askance. A dead pager issued by a part-time job won’t beep with notifications, and the next stupid girl Andy fucks won’t start ringing the intercom.

You're practically having fun in quarantine.
____

The fourth day ends. Like the fifth, seventh day, tenth. Fourteenth.

You keep plugging into a fucking maritime documentary.

Well, you’ve already watched it, then watched it again, and again, then you played it backwards for fun, and now you’re dozing. Sometimes you glance sideways at Andy: he is wrapped up in his thoughts, like an eel in a torn condom.

It's boring until my stomach hurts.

Okay, what brings you to it is the can of expired tomatoes you finished eating yesterday. Vegetables with a taste of hatred for the guards, who for the second week are wasting all the rations allotted to you by the state somewhere. They're probably eating. Scum. Bitches. Fuckers.

- Ashley?

The brother carefully taps his fingers on his tense back. Boredom is secondary.

- Let's do something?

- I have no strength.

“But I don’t have the strength to do nothing,” you smile. - Let's go to “Never Have I Ever”?

You have enough time to get fucked, you can always do that, but it’s already a little hard for you to raise your hand normally. You toss and turn on the sofa, your head on your knees, and you turn around so that you are facing Andy and rest your elbow on his chest, throwing your fingers over his shoulder. The fingers clench on the wrist and close the ring.

What a thin hand you have, it turns out.

“Okay,” Andy sighs. - I never offered my relative stupid games of questions.

- Cunning! - you bend your little finger. - I never... forgot to wash the dishes!

Seriously. After one tomato I might have scratched myself.

“Hey, everything is fair,” you say sternly, while they look at you indignantly. - You can also say something like that. Or maybe I'm too good at everything else and you're just...

- My hair has never clogged the shower drain.

Ah well. This will be a great fight.

- I have never thrown clothes all over the room.

- I have never put my magazines on someone else's nightstand.

- I've never sniffed my little sister's panties.

- I... Ashley, fucking God!

The seagull on the screen lands right under the pipe - and a liter of oily waste is immediately poured onto it.

- Bent it, bend it!

Unacceptable lack of concentration!

- I'm on automatic, fool!

- And it’s already late - oh-oh-oh-oh-oh!

The bird squeals - and so do youyou echo when they jerk you onto your knees and begin to tickle you. Ruthless and treacherous! The seagull screams, you laugh, and Andy laughs while the fingers under the jacket miss between the protruding ribs, poke at the sunken stomach, and run over the bones of the top. Unbearable, win-win, just as the color finally returns to his brother’s face.

Like oil splashing.
____

When you leave the bathroom, there is no one in the living room, only the credits are crawling on a dolphin entangled in a net. Your brother has been banging on the door for the last fifteen minutes, there’s no smell from the sink, and two and two are quickly put together in your head.

- You fucking pig, Andy!

You break into the balcony - openly, no vigilance. The fly turns out to be already fastened, and this time you lose - but his face is still worth a lot.

Well, yes, you stayed in the shower for a long time, and he knocked there, you are not alone in this house, blah blah blah, why the hell should you, Ashley. But don't give a fuck.

“Pig,” you repeat almost with pleasure. - I hope you at least pissed at the security post. Fucked up not feeding.

- There is no security post there.

“So, I was just twirling my dick on the street,” you shrug. - Exhibitionist.

- Are you jealous that you can’t do this?

This dialogue - and impudent grin - is as old as your ability to speak. Of course, you never repeat yourself word for word, you are good at that. As in everything where Andy and Leili are together.

Looks like you've already figured out how to add enough pepper to your homemade dish.

- But I’ll take it and I can. Right here.

There, below, there is a path and lanterns, an empty park for dogs, a high-rise building behind which the road is hidden. Freedom smells of gasoline and sulfurous exhaust and sounds like a symphony of horns. Quiet as if from under six feet of earth. Like from Ashley's five and a half feet to the infinity of the city, to the balcony railing under her wet bare feet.

You stagger for a couple of seconds, but you still stand up strong. Andy grabs your ankle.

- Maybe you'll get down? - the brother suggests.

But no, that's all. I didn’t have time to intercept right away - be patient, dear Andy, as you always are. How he pledged on his blood.

Enjoy.

“Look,” you extend your hand forward. - Just imagine, there he is, in the house opposite, now there is a pervert with binoculars. He thinks, let me have some fun. And here is such a fatal beauty...

- Come back, fatal beauty. Can't wait to flash your pussy?

Andy seems to think you're joking again.

- Or maybe I can’t wait.

Old zippers come apart easily; fingers squeeze their leg a little tighter to loosen when the shorts, too wide for their thinner ass, fall on them. Well, let's say, oh.

“Stop it and get down,” he says, a little hoarsely. Either seriously or scared. I caught myself, you fool. Didn't the story with the bitch in the box prove to him that his little Leili never jokes?

You start to sit down, but your head gets dark, an oil slick spreads in your chest, and the world suddenly turns upside down around the side that disappears from under your feet.

Damn security guards. Damn hunger strike.

That's it, Ashley Graves. Valiantly fell while trying to piss off a balcony at the tender age of twenty. Mom is shocked, dad is in awe, his friends are neighing like horses - but overall, no one gives a fuck, from here to heaven.

It's always been like this.

You close your eyes and get ready to fly.

But the fingers on your ankle again tighten, they tug - and you no longer fall under the balcony, but into the hands held out to you, the strength of which you never remember. Where would she come from, right?

The world is falling into place. You smile widely at his distorted face.

- Caught! - you yell joyfully.

- Silly dumbhead! - You're the only one having fun here, okay. - Do you even think what you’re doing?

Perfect words to express relief, ten out of ten, dear brother. He doesn’t know any other way; you know, and right now - it doesn’t matter, because Andy grabs you by the waist and drags you into the room like a sack. You laugh happily, openly, twitching your legs; The balcony door, hitting the wall, rattles in time while you wrap your arms around the acetone-smelling sweater.

- Yes, I still fell backwards, it seems that I would not have flown far. Or not? I didn’t really understand, my head was spinning...

The air twists in your lungs once again - you are intercepted under the ribs, turned so that you seem to be standing - but the ground, if it weren’t for Andy’s hands, would have disappeared from under your feet, nothing new, in general. You hang, and he looks at you from under his overgrown bangs with that look that you don’t understand. Which reverberates within you like the movement of an oil slick.

It's just like mom said - Saint Andy and the stupid little slut of a sister. God's punishment.

- What should I do with you so that you don’t get fucked?

It's like you just thought he couldn't give a fuck. It’s as if something else seems to you now - and you don’t understand anything, not even what’s inside.

- And what you want?

He freezes, and the oily reflections of the rainbow freeze with him. The room freezes, the air outside, the white noise on the TV. Andy doesn’t move - and only two sensations remain in you: a heavy, incomprehensible look and how cold drops of water roll down your bare legs, from hips to heels, onto the floor.

Your dear brother drops you to the floor. Ay.

- I want to watch TV.
When you turn to Andy, he's already sitting at the record player, knees tucked to his chest, playing a tape on a fucking National Geographic cassette.

The world begins to breathe again.
____

A broken shelf between the balconies temporarily replaces your TV.

- Do you think he will eventually call someone?

You are already at home; Andy carefully pulls the board back, in case the cultist neighbor suddenly decides to improve the apartment with fresh air, and not the smell of shit and some other abomination that the ventilation in the toilet breathes. To be honest, you don't really believe it. As with everything else in this world, almost everything.

“If he finally loses his head, then yes,” Andy chuckles. - And all the devils of hell will come to him, and Satan, and the flying spaghetti monster.

- Mmm, pasta. I would sharpen it.

You sigh in unison, together.

Lately, you have been doing everything together, as in the song - together you violate the boundaries of private property, together you quarrel with security guards, together you watch thrice-fucked films. Lie together motionless, watching the black circles spreading behind your eyelids.

Everything you dreamed of, Ashley, right?

“Everything is just as I dreamed,” you whisper that night, when you think that Andy is already sleeping behind you, exhaling rhythmically into the top of your head.

-What were you dreaming about there? - I was wrong. He grumbles, albeit sleepily.

His heart beats behind him.

- Lie like this. You refuse all the time.

- This is not very convenient. Usually.

- And now?

For some reason, you talk in a whisper, as if you still need to listen to see if your mother is standing outside the room. As if it matters.

- And now I’m too tired, it doesn’t matter. Sleep, Ashley.

“No,” you shake your head, someone else’s pulse rolling under the back of your head. - Incorrect answer. It is necessary - Leili.

Please.

“What kind of Leili are you?” he says kindly. - Look, what a mare has grown tall.

Andy playfully pulls your hair - and a long dry curl remains in his hand.

For a couple of seconds the room is absolutely silent.

In general, this is not surprising. The scale shows 92 pounds, the sunken outline of your belly shows where your empty guts are. Two days ago you chewed moldy crusts from your neighbor’s balcony, the day before yesterday you collected dust from the food cupboard with your fingers, and yesterday you tore a few pages from a book and ate it. I felt sick afterwards, of course, with lumps of paper and translucent bile that smelled like a hardware store shelf.

What were you dreaming about, Ashley?

It’s getting dark in your eyes again, but you sit up in bed and yell at your brother with all your might. You hit your chest with weakened fists, gasp for air - and then you fall asleep when all the fuel that you have in you comes out with a scream.

It feels like someone is gently stroking your back. It seems like you're dreaming about something.
___

You both smell like chemicals. Maybe this is what a garbage patch in the Pacific Ocean smells like, or birds choking on oil. Fucking fish - now with the effect of complete immersion in a badly filmed approaching end of the world.

Andy seemed to have quietly thrown away the fallen strand. You don't ask; you just sit down on the sofa and take his hand, as you are used to. You are silent for a while.

“Everything will be fine,” says the brother.

The coral bones protruding from the white noise turn pale. There is no confidence in his voice, not at all.

Fucking hunger. Fucking quarantine. Fucking guards. Everything is vile, everything, everything. The whole world of endless fuck lying behind the door, drowning in an oil stain that opens up under the sunken sides.

You're ready to scream again. Cry, hit the dirt with your fist behind the TV screen. Anything, just...

- Everything will definitely be fine, Leili.

Dry lips touch your temple, and the oil in you lights up with the agony of tenderness.

You're probably ready to understand something. Or draw conclusions. Or forgive everything to this fucking universe, while Andy thoughtfully and carefully moves through your hair, while your curls flow between his fingers like billowing smoke.

The turtle in the TV mirror crawls into a plastic bag.
